JOURNEY    WITHOUT   E ft D             IQ
between moves. As a foreigner I was naturally the cause of
some comment, and I was soon in conversation with a
middle-aged man who told me he had been living at the
* Paradise' for quite a while.
" What are you doing over here ? " he asked tentatively
" Well, as a matter of fact, I'm only here for six months,
. but, maybe,  I thought I could pick up some sort of a
job."
" You can't do that, buddy ; you've no labour permit."
I had forgotten that one !
" What really brought me here," I said,cc Was the chance
of seeing an old friend of mine over in Illinois, but although
, I heard from him only a week before I sailed so far I
haven't been able to make contact with him since Pve been
over here. That isn't a long time, I know, but I thought
maybe there'd be a letter waiting for me when we docked.
Perhaps I shall change my plans and go over to the Empire
and try and track down a cousin."
" What do you call the Empire ? "
" Canada, of course."
" Say> you know that belongs to us really, only we've
got so much we just can't be bothered with it.*5
" All right," I said, " as long as we don't argue about it!
You got a job ? " I asked.
" A job ? Yeah, but it's a rum sort of fit-up. You see I
work down at the Pack Box,"
" I'm afraid I don't understand. What's the Pack
Box?"
" Never heard of the Pack Box ? Well, thafs where they
put the stiff 'uns from the East Side. Fellows sometimes
die sleeping out in the alleys of the Bowery. The bodies are
brought in in the mornjpg and it's our job to lay them out,
put them in boxes, and wrap their heads in ice. We leave
*em there for maybe twelve hours in case a relative or some-
body comes along to take a last farewell or to identify a
body- Then they're removed for burial.'* He said this
with a mock solemnity that was almost ghouli^ u Doing
anything to-morrow ? M he added suddenly,
" No."